CHAPTER   XIX
ONE day, shortly after the feast of the ox was ended5
Rashleigh was one of a number of convicts who were
sent to cut a quantity of mangrove timber, which was des-
tined for Sydney to be used for the manufacture of stone-
cutters' mallets. The selection of the right growths made it
necessary for the members of the party to separate and
wander about in the swamp, frequently up to their necks in
water, until they hit upon likely trees. In the course of this
work, Rashleigh strayed right up to the bank of the river,
where he was thrilled to see a boat which lay dry upon a
low sandbank, canted a little on one side. He could see no
one in or near the boat.
This spot was hidden from observation by a projecting
point of land, mangrove-covered: so Rashleigh crept quietly
forward and looked into the boat. He saw a man lying fast
asleep in the bottom, and noticed that the interior of the
small vessel was much roomier than he had guessed at first
sight. There was room under each side of the half-decks for
two or three people to sleep comfortably, and it seemed to
be well stocked with provisions and other supplies. The
mast, with the sail wrapped round it loosely, lay along the
thwarts, and under the sail he saw the butts of several
muskets. With a quickening of heart-beats, Rashleigh saw
his chance to escape.
Swiftly and unobtrusively he went back and told some of
his companions of the miraculous opportunity, and all of
them, decided to take the fisk. The excitement seemed to
warm their blood and to nerve their gaunt frames, as, bright-
eyed, they followed Rashleigh to the spot where the boat lay,
its occupant still asleep. Without pause, they heaved the
boat off the bank into the water, drew up the anchor and
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